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Tuomas shivered as he stepped onto the set. They'd done a good job of it, almost too good. This was creepy. 
Maybe coming out here tonight for a last look around now they were done filming Imaginaerum wasn't such a 
good idea after all, but it was too late to change his mind now. 


He wasn't sure which of the several sets scattered around the old warehouse bothered him the most, the 
nightmarish circus, or this one, Thomas's music room. On the surface, this one looked more innocuous than the 
circus, but it felt off somehow. Which itself was weird; he'd always hated circuses and been scared of clowns 
when he was a kid, while music had been his refuge. 


"Your refuge? Or your self-imposed cage?" came a taunting whisper. 


"Who's there?" Tuomas called. As far as he knew, he was - or should be - alone in the place. But Marko had 
been downing shots of Jagermeister to celebrate the end of filming, and he wouldn't put it past the bassist to 
follow him and play some sort of prank. Hell, if it was Marko, the man probably brought Emppu and his 
cameras to record all his reactions for posterity! But then.. 


"You know me," the whisper sounded again. "You know everything, affer all. You like fo think you do, anyway. Or 
maybe its that you don't want to admit to yourself that you don't. Just remember, if you knew everything, you 
wouldn't have had so many problems with the band, would your" 


Tuomas frowned. "That's not funny, Marko. Go dare Tero into some foolishness that you and Emppu can 
photograph to put on the internet, if you're that bored" Trying not to show how much the taunts bothered 
him, he sat down at the piano, smiling a bit at the Arabesque snow globe sitting on it. "And there forever 
remains, that change from G to E minor," he quoted softly, striking the chords in question. As he did, the 


dancer within the snow globe started to spin. 


"Mita vittual" Tuomas jumped back, knocking over the piano bench. High-pitched, cackling laughter filled the air 


and Tuomas looked around wildly. 


"You caressed the Tales,’ the whisper came once more. "They dreamed you real.. or maybe you dreamed them 


real. Better figure it out." 


"This is stupid," Tuomas muttered. "I'm imagining things and scaring myself" He righted the piano bench but 
froze as the cackling laughter started up again. 


"Tuomas," a new voice called. It sounded like.. Anette? But not quite like her either. "Come and play with us, 


Tuomas." 


He turned to look, and spotted several shadowy figures in the circus set. "Whoever you are, you're not 
supposed to be there," Tuomas said firmly. Well, he tried to say it firmly, anyway. "Leave now, and | won't call 
the police." 


More insane laughter filled the air before one figure moved forward. "What are the police going to do, hmm? 


This is our home." The figure beckoned him over. "Come on, Tuomas, come and play!" 


He shook his head, not bothering to respond verbally. Either this was a very elaborate prank set up by the 
rest of the band - and by now, he knew it had to be all of them, there was no way Marko could have done all 
of this alone - or else it really was vandals or thieves breaking into the warehouse, in which case he really 
should call the police. He only hesitated to do so because if it was his bandmates, he didn't want to get them 
arrested, no matter how horrible and tasteless this prank was. He very deliberately sat back down at the piano 


and started to play. 


Except he couldn't. His hands suddenly felt numb, swollen even. They didn’t look puffy or anything, but when he 


tried to strike a single note, he somehow pressed three keys at once, resulting in a discordant clamor. Cackling 


laughter filled the air once more. 


"What are you, without music, without words?’ the first voice sounded again. "Oh, let me guess, a Dead Boy, who 
failed to write an ending to each of his poems." 


"Come on, guys, this isn't funny," Tuomas protested. Whoever was doing the talking, they knew exactly where 
to stick the knife and how far to twist it. 


‘OF course its not," a new voice said, sounding both like and unlike Emppu. ‘/t never was. The truth hurts, doesn't 
ite" 


Tuomas shook his head again and got up from the piano bench once more. He headed towards the warehouse 
door, but somehow found himself in the middle of the circus set instead. He turned around, only to find himself 
surrounded by the freaky clowns from the movie. "Mita vittua," he breathed. "This isn't happening." 


‘nit it?" came from somewhere behind him, sounding almost but not quite like Jukka. "Maybe it is and maybe it 


isn't But how do you know one way or ther other?" 


"Perkele," Tuomas muttered, whirling around and backing up untl he hit something.. someone?.. behind him. Then 
he yelped as skinny, yet surprisingly strong limbs pinned his arms to his side. 


A wraithlike form moved to stand in front of him - Anette's creepy Snow White character, only it couldn't be 
Anette, the figure wasn't solid Or was it? Tuomas felt the nervous flutters in his stomach coalesce into an icy 


lump of fear. 


‘How do you like this monument fo your ego, Tuomas?" the almost Anette's voice purred as the misty figure 
gestured with the apple in its.. her?.. hand. "But you always know best, dont you?" 


"| just.. wanted to do the movie, to go with the album," Tuomas protested "What's so wrong about that?" He 
dared to look down and paled when he saw the limbs pinning his arms appeared to be made of wood. Mr. White 


the scary snowman held him immobile. 


‘Nothing, if youd asked the rest of us our opinions," came the voice which sounded like Emppu. "Oh, youre almost 
always right, at least when it comes to the music. But really, Tuomas, would it hurt you that much to ask what 
we think sometimes?" The shortest of the misty figures gestured to the other wraiths. Emppu's usual sunny 
smile looked oddly menacing on the figure's face. "/ think you need a life, but youre too scared to find one." 


‘And don't bother saying you have one," a new voice chimed in. Marko, of course, but not quite Marko. "When do 
you do anything but focus on the music? When's the last time you went on a date, or even relaxed with friends? 
You do nothing but think about music, talk about music - you have no life except for music." 


The creepy Anette figure cackled and took a bite of her apple. Dark liquid ran down her chin as she flung the 
bitten apple at Tuomas. ‘Let it bleed," she sang mockingly. "Leave a footprint on every island you see." 


Tuomas yelped as the apple struck his chest. Blood spattered everywhere, soaking his shirt, the coppery reek 
filling his nostrils. He gagged, struggling once more to get away from the wooden limbs holding him in place. 
Failing to escape and breathing heavily, he asked, "Why are you doing this? What do you want of me?" 


"We want you To decide," the wraith that wasn't quite Jukka said. "You already know what the choice is. You just 
have to make it." 


‘| can't." Tuomas whimpered, sagging back against Mr. White the snowman. The only reason he didn't hide his 
face in his hands, was that his arms were still pinned by his sides. 


"Then suffer!" shrieked the figure that wasn't Anette, before she broke out in that mocking, cackling laughter 


once more. 


The menacing circus clowns took that as their cue to start tormenting him with pokes and pinches, tugs on his 


hair, and spraying him in the face with some kind of slimy fluid from fake flowers on their lapels. 


"No! Get off of me!" Tuomas renewed his struggled, this time managing to crack one of Mr. White's wooden 
limbs. He ducked away from the suddenly looser grip, hearing the clatter as the broken piece fell to the floor. 
Shoving the snowman in the direction of the clowns, he wiped the slime from his face and once again tried to 


run. 
A pervasive cold seeped into his body, making him feel sluggish and numb, and he realized the wraiths had 
crowded around him. They reached for him, their hands alternately gripping him with icy fingers or passing 
through his body. He swore he could feel their touch on his insides as he tried to push his way through them. 
"You know what to do," said the wraith that resembled Marko. 

"You know everything, dont you?" Anette's wraith taunted. "So you'll figure it out, wont your" 


"l. | don't.. | can't." Tuomas gasped, tears pouring down his face. "| can't do it alone!" 


‘No kidding," the shortest wraith said sarcastically, although Emppu's smile on its face suddenly looked far less 
threatening than before. 


Tuomas struggled through the group of wraiths and stumbled back to the piano. With trembling hands, he 
struck the chords, G and Em, over and over again. Nothing happened at first, but as his hands slowly ceased 
their shaking, the chords rang out more and more clearly. Then the Arabesque started to spin inside her snow 


globe. The little figure whirled faster and faster, then everything went dark. 


Tuomas woke up in his bed in the band's hotel, sitting up with a gasp and then falling back on his pillow in relief. 
He was safe in bed, not at the film set. It had obviously been a nightmare. 


Or so he thought, until he saw the bloodstains on his discarded shirt, and the Arabesque snow globe sitting on 
the nightstand. And then a voice that sounded almost like Anette whispered, "Are you sure about that?" 


